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Departure with John Price itching to go. 
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Angus Eliot, the paymaster, taking a cine camera record 
of voyage stores on the foreshore. 


Arriving at the Aden Sevices Yacht Club with stores for the voyage. 


Preparing the “Trade Winds” for the voyage with Angus Eliot 
recording these events on his cine camera. 


Peter Marr preparing sails aboard "Trade Winds" 


Getting underway with the Mermaid Club in the background. 
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Leaving Aden Harbour оп 13 December 1966. 


The view ав we leave Aden, with the rim of the crater surrounding the 
town of Crater on the skyline. The white building to the left is 
Government House, the home of the High Commissioner. In the centre 
the Aden Services Yacht Club from where we have just departed. 


Skipper and crew оп the fore noon watch. 


The Log has now been streamed, 
but it is quite cold and the wireless does not work. 


The endless sea; actually a first attempt to snap a 
dolhin in the far too ditant middle distance. 


Our first close up of dolphins. 


Very happy to catch these dolphins playing under the bows 
without going overboard in the process. 


But John thought they were sharks! 


The off duty watch. 


Seaboard life : note the halfeaten loaf of bread 
supporting the compass. 


Seaboard life 2. 


хани... 


The 3 to 6 a.m. watch having breakfast. 
Loaf of bread still doing sterling service. 


10 miles to Djibouti; їп a dead calm. 
Desert coast of French Somaliland to starboard. 


Arrival in Djibouti Harbour. Rigging the awning. 
Yacht Club on the right. Tricolour courtesy flag and 
stowage of baggage on deck. 


About їо row back to "Trade Winds" after lunch with 
Price clutching a bottle of vino to his ample bosom. 


Rowing back to "Trade Winds" 
from the Djibouti Yacht Club 
after a long lunch. 


“Trade Winds" at anchor off Djibouti Yacht Sailing Club. 


The magnificence of sail. 


A couple of close passes left us with the impression 
we were being checked out. 


The Glories of the Djibouti Yacht Club 1 
with "Trade Winds" at anchor on the right of the picture. 


The view from the Djibouti Yacht Club with "Trade 
Winds" at anchor in the centre of the picture. 


The view from the Djibouti Yacht Club 
towards the Inner Harbour. 


The heart of the Djibouti Yacht Club with its decor of 
varnished whiskey crates 


The road leading to the yacht club in Djibouti with the 
Inner Harbour to the right and [obscured to the left] the 
High Commissioer's House. 


The Inscription оп the back of the photograph says: 
"The main street in Djibouti; not much of interest 
unless you have been there (at night).” 


"MON. PH. NORHAD 


x 


The main square in Djibouti with Christmas 
decoration in evidence at the end of the road. 


John Price enjoying the fruits of Djibouti. 


Getting underway for departure from Djibouti. 


Passing the cargo ships moored in the outer harbour 
as we depart Djibouti. 


The Lee Rail. 


Innovative self steering arrangements. 


But Geoffrey did not appreciate being photographed. 


This photograph is said to be of merit because it records the use of a regimental 
handkerchief as a neckerchief, on the right. 


The inscription on the back of the photograph says : 
"Becalmed; nothing else to do but take photgraphs ..." 


The Skipper going forward оп a shovel гессе. 


A very nice chap in the Royal Airforce came to visit us in his 
Hawker Hunter to establish whether we we still afloat after the 
continued failure of our R.A.F. radio. 


To all those in peril on the sea : the bags 
under the eyes may tell the tale. 


